TALES OF DESTINT

and then, rising to his full height, tore at the rope
which bound her to the stake.
" At last he had released her, and gathered her sense-
less form in his arms. But a billow of black smoke
blotted out the grim scene. A moment of tense
silence and sickening uncertainty. Then a great
shout from the throng, a shout of pent-up joy and
relief, when the hero with his burden came stagger-
ing out through the flame-framed doorway of the
building.

" I  rushed  forward with  the  rest,   and received
Devaka in my arms. She had swooned. I gazed at her
rescuer in admiration, his face blackened, his hair
singed, his clothes torn. But could I believe my eyes ?
The brave man who had sunk to the ground in a heap
was not Sheikh Ahmed, but Bimjee, the village barber!
" Hastily consigning Devaka to the care of women
standing by, I hurried forward.
" ' Sheikh Ahmed is in that house/ I cried, ' pro-
bably overpowered by the smoke. We must save
him. Who will come with me ? '
" All remained silent. Then some one called out:
" ' It is no use, Chunda Das. It is impossible, the
walls are falling/

" But at that \*3ry instant the Sheikh appeared
through the clouds of smoke rolling from the door-
way. He tottered forward, bearing in his arms a large
bundle wrapped in a cotton quilt. Outstretched
hands caught him as he fell, and carried him away
from the burning ruins, for the walls had now indeed
collapsed.
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